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and smoked our pipes. There were many fine groups; but
little Spiro was not so much delighted as I expected, at
finding himself once more among his countrymen.

An hour before sunset we found ourselves at a vast but
dilapidated khan, as big as it Gothic castle, situate on a
high range, and built, for the accommodation of travellers
from the capital to the coast, by the great Ali Pacha, when
his long and unmolested reign permitted that sagacious
ruler to develop, in a country which combines the excel-
lences of Western Asia and Southern Europe, some of the
intended purposes of a beneficent Mature. This khan had
now been converted into a military post; and here we
found the Turkish commander, to whom Kalio Bey had
given me a letter. He was a young man of elegant and
pleasing exterior, but unluckily could not understand a
word of Greek, and we had no interpreter. What was to
be done? Proceed we could not, for there was not an
inhabited place before Yanina; and here was I sitting
before sunset on the same divan with my host, who had
entered the place to receive me, and would not leave the
room wliile I was there, without the power of communica-
ting an idea. I was in despair, and also very hungry, and
could not, therefore, in the course of a^ri hour or two, plead
fatigue as an excuse for sleep; for I was ravenous, and
anxious to know what prospect of food existed in this wild
and desolate mansion, So we smoked. It is a great
resource. But this wore out; and it was so ludicrous,
smoking and looking at each other, and dying to talk, and
then exchanging pipes by way of compliment, and then
pressing our hands to our hearts by way of thanks. At
last it occurred to me that I had some brandy, and that I
would offer my host a glass, which might serve as a hint
for what should follow so vehement a schnaps. Mashallah!
the effect was, indeed, miraculous. My mild Mend smacked
his lips, and instantly asked for another cup. We drank